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REMEMBER THE MARCH 
OF -DIMES 
... 
Vol. VIII No. V 
I 
/ 
I 
BO M BAR DIER. He's the business man of 
this bomber crew. His office is the "green-
house" of transparent plastic in the nose 
of the ship. And he works there on split-
second time. But w1:en those "office hours" 
are over-weB, juSt look below and watch 
him enjoying a Camel-the favorite ciga-
rette on land, sea, and in the air. 
A PACK OF CAMELS 
IS STANDARD 
EQUIPMENT 
T-HEY 
f-:;;;; ~I THE"T ZONE" 
~- where cigarettes are judged The "T-ZONE"-Taste and Throat-is the 
proving ground for cigarettes. Only your 
ta ste and throat can decide which ciga-
retle tastes best to you . .. and how it affects your throat. 
For your taste and throat are individual to you . Based on 
the experie nce of millions of smokers, we believe Camels 
will suit your liT-ZONE" to a liT." Prove it for yourself! 
YOU' RE GEARED TO 
Split-Second llme 
WHEN YOU'RE TRAINING 
TO WIN YOUR WINGS 
AS A BOMBARD IE R 
A LL America's living at split-second time today . . . from the born-
.Ll. bardier at his bombsight to the men who make the bombs 
like Jerry Lorigan below. you . .. . and you .. . and everybody! 
So it's only natural that mos't everybody's smoking more these 
days. Only natural, too, that taste and throat-the "T-Zone" -are 
more important than ever to cigarette smokers now. 
But ... take no one's word for it w hen it comes to your own smok-
ing. Make the " T-Zone" test described at the left below. And let 
your taste and your throat decide for themselves. 
FOR T ASTE, 
FOR MY T HROAT, 
CAMELS 
ARE T ops 
The favorite cigarette wi th men in the 
Army, Navy, M arines, and Coast Guard is 
Camel. (Based on actual sales records in 
POSt Exchanges. Sales Commissaries,Ship's 
Servi ce Stores, Ship' s StOres, and Canteens.) 
JERRY LO RIGAN, who forges bombs 
on a split-second schedule, is JUSt as 
partial to Camels as the man who 
lays those bombs on the target. "I've 
smoked Camels for years," says Jerry. 
"They don 't get my throat, and they 
dq n't tire my taste. They're tops! " 
R. J . R eynolds Tobacco Comoany. \,"i nston-Salem, N. C. 
This war, though the most hor-
hible in all history, has fathered 
many witty stories to relieve its 
more sanguinary moments. A 
large part of these are merely 
adoptions from previous wars but 
some came in along with jeeps 
and flying fortresses within the 
past year or so and may b e con-
sidered up to date. You've prob-
ably heard them all before but 
since there is no such thing as an 
old joke and since these seem 
worth repeating and seem to be-
long to no one in particular, here 
are a few for your enjoyment. 
--BUWK¥--
Pierre Laval decided one eve-
ning recently that he would min-
gle with the townsfolk of Paris 
and get the real lowdown on what 
the man in the street really 
thought about him and his regime. 
~e disguised himself in a magni-
fICent set of false whiskers and 
entered a modest Paris bistro. The 
patrons ignored him entirely, bu t 
finally he managed to engage .the 
proprietor himself in conversa-
tion. 
,,"Tell me," whispered Laval, 
what do you honestly think of 
this fellow Laval?" 
The proprietor looked frighten-
ed. "I prefer not to discuss politi-
cal matters." 
,,"Oh , come on," urged Laval. 
You can trust me. I will never 
tell a soul." 
The proprietor looked about him 
apprehensively and then whisper-
ed in Laval's ear. "For heaven's 
sake, don't tell anybody around 
here, but you know, I ·myself don't 
really think that L 'lVal is so bad." 
--BUWKl'--
One of the finest stories that 
was circulated by the irrepressible 
Germ~n underground and finally 
made Its way to America concern-
E'.d the automobile trip from Ber-
1m to Munich in which Hitler was 
the only passenger and Goebbels 
was at the wheel. Suddenly the 
~a~ gave a lurch and the painter-
ISSlmo and his stooge discovered 
that they had killed a pig. "Don-
nerwetter," cried Hitler, "we must 
not offend these simple farm peo-
ple. Go into the house there and 
apologize for killing their pig." 
-BUWKY-
Goebbels did as he was told and 
came back in a few minutes with 
an amazing haul. "Look what they 
gave me," he cried as he deposit-
ed in t~e car strings of sausages, 
goose hvers, lebkuchen , and a 
case of beer. 
" I don't understand," said H it-
ler with a puzzled frown. "Weren't 
they so!"e?" 
"On the contrary," said Goeb-
b -=ls . "For seme reason or other 
they let out a shriek of ·joy and 
i:1sisted on giving me all these 
presents." 
"Exactly what did you say?" 
said the Son of the Blitz. 
"All I said, my F uehrer," an-
swered Goebbels, "was 'Heil Hit-
ler! The pig is dead' ." 
-BUWK¥-
The sergeant strode into the 
squad room. "All right, you ?!x!;; 
??!-?!:.;! lazy apes, fall out!" he 
BU W K Y 
Vol. 8, No.5 Whole No. LXVIII 
FIELD McCHESNEY 
Editol.' 
TOM UHL 
Business Mgr. 
The Buwky is published each month 
(ten times) during the college year ex-
cept .july and August, in the interest of 
the students of the Bowling Green 
(B)usiness (U)niversity and (W)estern 
(K ) en tuck (y) State Teachers College, 
Bowling Green , Kentucky. Editorial and 
advertising offices, 1023 College Street, 
Bowling Green, Kentucky. All business 
communications and manuscripts, draw-
ings, items, etc., should be sent to this 
address. 
Foreign subscriptions one dollar per year. 
... 1EN1UCKY 
RCHIVES 
-.. ... 
exclaimed. 
Page One 
The soldiers grabbed their hats 
and swarmed out-all but one 
who continued to lie on his bunk 
blowing smoke rings. 
"Well," roared the sarge. 
"Well," remarked the rookie, 
"there were a lot of them, weren't 
there?" 
--BUWKY--
An Oregon pr ivate returned 
from his two-week furlough in 
Portland in very bad shape. His 
knees were trembling and his face 
had that beautiful green look that 
is generally associated with Lim-
burger cheese. His bunkmate sur-
veyed him critically. 
"My friend ." he said, "you look 
simply terrible. What happened to 
you down there in Por tland?" 
"It wasn't Portland," expla ined'. 
the private weakly. "It was that 
darn tr ain ride back. Five solid 
hours of riding backward in a 
stuffy coach! And you know how 
sick it always makes me to ride 
backwards." 
"Well, why didn't you ask the 
people sitting opposite you to 
change seats with you?" said his 
pal. "After all, you are in uniform 
now and you are entitled to cer-
tain privileges." 
"Sure, sure," said the private. 
"I'd have been glad to only I had 
a tough break. THERE WASN'T 
ANYBODY SITTING OPPOSITE 
ME." 
--BUWKY- -
A group of raw recruits from 
the Kentucky hills spent their 
l ~ave trying to -whip up some 
heme brew with which to cele-
brate the occasion. The chief 
chE mist looked up in disgust after 
a great deal of experimentation 
and grumbled angrily, "It's no use, 
fellers. No matter. what we use 
today it seems to come out arti-
f icial rubber." 
--BUWK¥--
The Army cook had just whip-
ped up orders of scrambled eggs 
for a hungry mob of soldiers. 
Wearied by his herculean efforts 
he sat in a shady spot under ~ 
nearby elm tree, yawned, lit a 
black cigar, and wrote a note to 
his sweetheart. "Darl.ing," he be-
gan. "For the past three hours 
shells have been bursting all 
around me." 
--BUWKY--
An American Negro soldier and 
a German corporal met face to 
face. It was one or the other. The 
Negro reverted to his trusty razor, 
and made a mighty swipe at the 
German's throat. 
(Continued on Page 5) 
· ' 
Page Two -BUWKY-
Know Your · Colleges 
As a service to the new students 
in Bowling Green, who are be-
wildered by what they see and 
hear, and also for the benefit of 
older students, who must some-
times wonder what it's all about, 
BUWKY herewith furnishes some 
explanatory statements concern-
ing a few of the better used terms 
on the two campuses. 
CHAPEL .. . A forum for brok-
en down soap box orators and 
Chautauqua speakers. These dere-
licts are sometimes aided by 
fourth rate musicians not quite ac-
ceptable to the union. During 
chapel the faculty sits on the stage 
like the cast of a medicine show 
and assumes all kinds of boredom 
devoting expressions during the 
speeches and then rises in tight-
lipped silence when the group 
singing starts. Each member al-
ways has a story that he didn't 
finish at faculty meeting that he 
must tell his neighbor and their 
whisperings form an accompani-
ment for the fellow who is doing 
the main blowing on the morn-
ing's program. At these exercises 
the Dean always furnishes the au-
dience with · some exciting an-
nouncements which are read off 
like the numbers at a bingo game 
and which let all the cats know if 
any holidays are coming up and 
at what time the Library Club 
and Industrial Arts Forum meet 
tonight. Sometimes there is a de-
parture from the regular proced-
ure and a fellow with a flea cir-
cus or knife throwing act replaces 
the much-dreaded oratory or 
maybe the entire assembly is 
turned out onto the campus to 
witness a good dog-fight or pie-
eating contest · sponsored for some 
worthy charity. Such occasions 
are rare, however, and if you get 
the chapel habit yo'+'ll be favored 
mostly with speakers whose 
speeches you won't be able to 
hear until the concluding part 
when someone happens to realize 
that the public address system 
hasn't been turned on and walks 
across the stage with the mike,. 
entangling everyone concerned in 
a maze of wire which usually isn't 
removed until about the middle of 
the ten o'clock class period. 
TEXTBOOKS . . . A means 
whereby certain outmoded and 
unemployed college professors are 
able to earn a living. This is com-
parable to the pencil-selling stage 
of the unemployed in other pro-
fessions. Whenever a prof is de-
clared unfit for further active 
duty he settles down some place 
and begins a great literary work 
which finds its way to the shelves 
of college book stores all over the 
country, and which is always a 
best seller among the classes of 
his former pupils who are now 
teaching. These former pupils have 
been thrilled by their old profes-
sor, who has been thoughtful 
enough to send them a compli-
mentary copy, which they swear 
by as a sort of Bible, and spend 
all available energy railing at stu-
dents who refer to their texts as 
"that red book." The students 
don't care, however, as the book 
is just as efficient as a door-stop 
despite the sentimentalities attach-
ed and they consider stories of the 
old professor before the turn of 
the century (and how he helped 
turn it) as good as anything to 
pass the time required in class. 
GOAL POST . . . A smoke fill-
ed den of iniquity, inhabited by 
coke drugged, cigarette emaciated 
boys and girls of low morals who 
are addicted to bridge, pinball 
machines and other base devices 
designed to tear down the virtue 
of American youth. This is a par-
ticularly popular place at chapel 
time as the coffee helps wake all 
the cats up after their eight 
o'clock classes and the tomato 
juice is there to soothe all last 
night's intemperate victims of dys-
pepsia. Known as "The people 
with the poolroom pallor," the pa-
trons of this licentious place meet 
here regularly to hatch such plots 
as sabotage to the water tank and 
the assassination of. the faculty. 
This place also serves as a gamb-
ling den for some of the more 
sporting professors on the Hill 
who come in regularly to match 
for cokes. As a service to the stu-
dents those who drew up the 
plans for the school conveniently 
located Cherry Hall within easy 
running distance of the Goal Post 
and the customers of this awful 
place (there'S dancing in one of 
the rear rooms) stage a general 
exodus toward the hall of learning 
before each class that makes the 
Okies going west seem like a 
bunch of pikers. 
BOOK STORE ... This institu-
tion at both schools is a racket 
whereby students are bled of all 
excess cash on registration day. A 
few members of the staff scoop up 
all this gravy, by illicit dealings. 
in books and notebook paper, usu-
ally in cahoots with the profes-
sors, who require the most expen-
sive tools of learning. Probable 
participants in the fountain pen 
and paper clip black markets, 
these places indulge in all the 
profits that ceiling prices will al-
low and to help swell their coffers 
even more have installed sugar 
and canned goods departments 
where all your needs in these 
lines may be taken care of after 
hours with no questions asked. 
They are very popular at the end 
of each school session when you 
may obtain a paltry sum for your 
second-hand books and therEby 
have the financial means to prop-
erly celebrate the excellent grades 
you have made and your triumph-
ant acquisition of another semes-
ter's learning. The candy and 
chewing gum departments add 
greatly to the popularity of these 
collegiate canteens while the at-
tractive punch boards displayed on 
the counters have consumed the 
loose change of many a boy and 
girl in whose veins flows sport-
ing blood. As evidence that these 
devices are on the up and up and 
that they might be profitablp. to 
yeu it might be added that one of 
Western's most distinguished pro-
fessors has in his office right now 
a genuine 18 carat brass cuspidor 
won by a lucky punch durIng a 
gaming moment at the bookstore 
on the Hill not long ago. 
KENTUCKY BUILDING . . . 
The pride of the college catalog 
and all the old ladies in the com-
munity. This building, which is 
considered by most students to be 
a likely place for a bar or a skat-
ing rink, serves as a dumping 
ground for all the fossilized n~­
mains and antiquated scraps of 
grandparents' day, which are put 
safely beyond the reach of van-
dals and college students, and 
which are more desired as ten-
ants than the boys and girls for 
whom the school was built. This 
beautiful place for dancing and 
ping-pong is the scene of many 
exhilirating faculty receptions and 
Sunday afternoon tours among 
the relics while a few students 
are allowed to enter its sacred 
portals, for club meetings, in some 
of the less elegant rooms, on oc-
casion. You'll never know the rea-
son for this magnificent structure, 
which has hardly been taken out 
of its wrapper since it was built, 
but what difference does that 
make as long as it pleases the 
Continued on page ~ix 
IN OTHER WORDS 
Prof's Daughter: "Circumstances 
compel me to decline a marital 
arrangement with a man of such 
inferior pecuniary resources." 
. Student Suitor: "Er, ah I 
don't get you." 
Prof's Daughter: "That's it." 
- BUWKY-
"It's the little things in life that 
tell," said Dora as she dragged her 
little brother from underneath the 
sofa. 
-BUWK Y -
"Hey, you guys! Where are you 
carrying that fe llow? Is he 
drunk?" 
"No." 
"Sick, maybe?" 
"No." 
"Oh, just a gag, huh?" 
"No, no gag." 
"I know, he has dizzy spells!" 
"Nope, been healthy all his 
life. " 
"Very tired, I guess." 
"No." 
"Well, what the h--is the 
matter with him?" 
"He's dead." 
-BUWK Y -
Sarge-Sir, the heat is intense. 
Capt'n- Well, stay out of the 
tents. 
-BUWK Y -
Law Prof. (at registration): "So 
you are a pre-legal, eh?" 
Student: "Like hell. I'm the 
youngest in our family." 
- Wisconsin Octopus. 
DOLLAR 8R~ 
M'4-j1Ji'Wm •i ,,:.W«·Ci 
417 Park Row 
FINE SHOES 
FITTED BY X-RAY 
-BUWKY-
SO HELP ME I HAVE A 
CHEMISTRY PROFESSOR 
I shall not pass 
He maketh me 
To show my ignorance 
Before the whole class 
He giveth me 
More than I can learn 
He lowereth my grades 
Yea, though I walk 
Through the valley of knowledge 
I do not learn 
He anointeth my head with prob-
lems 
My eyes runneth over · 
Surely formulas and symbols 
Shall follow me all the days of 
my life 
And I shall dwell 
In the chemistry lab forever. 
-BUWKY-
. The citizens of a certain English 
village were holding a pageant 
depicting the invasion of their 
country by the Romans. Most of 
the parts were played by the 
villagers themselves and the folks 
entered into it with great zeal. 
The day of the spectacle, unluck-
ily, was marred by a fine drizzle 
and a chilling wind. The cere-
mony went on, however, and it 
was late in the afternoon when a 
lady . visitor came upon an in-
dividual bare-legged, clad in a 
short tunic, wearing sandals and 
a purple cloak. 
"Oh!" she said, "you must be 
Appius Claudius." 
"No, mum," said the player, 
"I'm unhappy as 'ell." 
-BUWKY -
"Really, Bill, your argument 
with your wife was most amus-
ing." 
"Wasn't it, though? When she 
threw that axe at me I thought 
I'd split." 
- BUWK Y -
On one of the billboards featur-
ing Smith Bros. Cough Drops, the 
slogan reads: "Take one to bed 
with you." Under which some wag 
scrawled: "I wouldn't sleep with 
either of 'em!"-Varieties. 
Page Three 
Teacher (warning her pupils 
against catching cold: "I had a 
little brother seven years old, and 
one day he took his new sled out 
in the snow, but he caught pneu-
monia and three days later he 
died." 
Silence for ten seconds. 
The Voice from the Rear: 
"Where's the sled?" 
- BUWKY-
Hubby went out with three of 
the boys one evening and before 
he realized it the morning of the 
next day had dawned. 
He hesitated to call home and 
tell his wife. Finally. he hit upon 
an idea. He phoned and when his 
wife answered he shouted-
"Don't pay the ransom, I'm back!" 
-BUWK Y -
"What did your wife say when 
you came home last night?" 
"She didn't say a word. And I 
was going to have those two teeth 
taken out anyway." 
-BUWK Y -
Mother, can I go out to play? 
Yes, daughter, but not with lit-
tle boys, they're too rough. 
But, Mother, if I find a nice 
smooth little boy, can I play with 
him? 
-NOTICE!-
TO 
Western Seniors 
Have Your 
Talisman Pictures 
Made As Soon 
As Possible 
The Supply for These Is 
Nearly Gone. 
Franklin's Studio 
530);. State Street 
HEADQUARTERS FOR SPORTSWEAR 
nORmRns 
SKIRTS 
$1.99 10 $7.99 
"The Store All Women Know" 
THOE STORE ALL STUDENTS KNOW 
AND 100 OTHER ITEMS 
Page Four - BUWKY-
BUWKY'S EInployltlent 
S ervice 
(NOTE-Officials of the Gusty 
Girdle Co. , Inc. , Ud. , who in the 
name of our present war effort 
have converted their plant into 
t!'_e manufacture of high projec-
j ion sling shots and bullet proof 
corsets fur bulging generals ana 
tidal W AVES. have assured schoo' 
officials that 'they will open a lo-
cal branch of their company if 
they can recruit enough labor 
frem among fhe students of Bowl-
jr g Green's two colleges to oper-
aL SUCD a plant. The staff of 
BUWKY feels that it is the patri-
otic duty of all its readers to fill 
out the blank printed herewith 
and return i ~ to the heads of their 
r2spective schools. Make Bowling 
Green proud of the slogans: "Take 
Hitler underwears with a Gusty 
G irdle" and "An uplift to you is 
the downfall of Schicklgruber." 
Answer correctly by placing X's 
in the right 5paC2S. 
1. Age: ( ) Draft () Stone 
t( ) AdolE'~cent. 
THAT'S RIGHT-
PROFESSOR ... 
Clothes Need Protection. 
Too. 
Bring them here and our 
Sanitone Cleaning does 
the rest. 
Band Box Cleaners 
220 Thirteenth St. Phone 877 
H AYWARD G RIFFI N, Mgr. 
2. Parents ( ) Father ( ) Moth-
er ( ) Others. 
3. Class: ( ) Lots of ( ) None 
at all. 
4. Experience? (Tell only those 
experiences that the faculty would 
appreciate.) 
5. Race : ( ) White ( ) Red 
( ) Yellow ( ) Beige ( ) Sack 
( ) Turtle Derby. 
6. De pen d en t s: () Wife 
( ) Husband ( ) Grandparents 
( ) Roommate. 
7. Political affiliations: ( ) Dem-
ocrat ( ) W. C. T . C. ( ) Snell 
Hall Democratic Boosters ( ) Sen-
ior Class Clean Govern ment So-
ciety. 
8. Courses studied in college: 
( ) Chemistry ( ) Love ( ) Tat-
ting ( ) Salad ( ) Soup ( ) None. 
9. Position wanted: ( ) President 
( ) Right tackle ( ) Dean ( ) Vice 
Pre sid e n t. () Vice King 
( ) Groundskeeper. 
10. Salary expected: ( ) $25,000 
( ) Less than $25,000 ( ) Cigar-
€tte money ( ) Coupons from a 
"c" card. 
] 1. Would you consider being a 
dollar a year man (or woman? 
( ) Yes ( ) No ( ) Undecided 
( ) 50c would be too much. 
12. Do you use alcholic bever-
ages? ( ) Yes ( ) No (How do 
you get your headaches?) 
( ) Don't know. 
13. Draft status: ( ) I-A ( ) 1-B 
( ) 1-C ( ) 1-D ( ) etc. . 
14 Branch of the service you 
plan to enter: ( ) Army ( ) Navy 
( ) Con sci e n t i 0 u s objectors 
( . ) C. Co, C. ( ) Flying subma-
rmes ( ) WAAC's ( ) Waves 
(long and short) ( ) Revenooers 
( ) Marines ( ) Coast Guard. 
15. Has your name ever been in 
BUWKY? () No ( )' Yes 
( ) Don't know. 
16. If not, why? ( ) Good be-
havior ( ) Had blackmail money 
( ) Staff couldn't spell it. 
17. Fraternity affiliation ( ) Elks 
( ) Moose ( ) Coyotes ( ) Ku 
Klux Klan ( ) U. M. W. ( ) A. 
F. L. ( ) Snake Charmers, Local 
No. 93. 
18. Smoke? ( ) Yes ( ) No 
. ( ) Don't know. 
19. If so, what? ( ) Cigars 
( ) Cigarettes ( ) Cigar Butts 
( ) Cigarette Butts ( ) P ipe 
( ) Tobacco ( ) Corn Silks. 
20. Measurements: 
Height : ( ) Tall Short 
) Independent. 
Weight: ( ) Light ( Heavy 
( ) Feather ( ) Paper. 
Chest: ( ) 12 inches ( ) One 
foot ( ) 15 inches ( ) Barrel. 
Waist ( ) P anty ( ) Wasp 
( ) More than wasp (Gidle your-
selves with a Gusty, girls.) 
Neck: ( ) Yes ( ) No ( ) When 
froced to. 
21. Campus Honors: ( ) "A" in 
history ( ) B. M. O. C. ( ) Cat-
tle Qu€en ( ) Congress Debating 
Club ( ) Registrar's Probation 
Society ( ) 25 Year Service Club 
( ) Girl most men students would 
like to be caught in a blackout 
with ( ) West Hall Honor So-
ciety. 
22. References : ( ) Encyclope-
dia Britannica ( ) Dictionary 
( ) Dean's Office ( ) BUWKY 
( ) P op 's Place. 
23. Married: ( ) Happily ( ) Un-
happily ( ) Twice ( ) Three 
times ( ) Sometimes. 
24. Hobbies: ( ) Getting stewed 
( ) Smelling hatbands ( ) Horse-
~hoes ( ) Pogo Sticks ( ) Spell-
mg bees ( ) Toenail clippings. 
We suggest that you sign and 
mail this form without delay as 
the winning of the war depends in 
part on your punctuality . In the 
language of a girdle m ::lnufacturer 
this means, "We can't stomach the 
Japs today with the girdles we 
produce tomorrow. Be prompt." 
- BUWKY-
Two gangsters were escorting a 
member of a rival gang across a 
lonely field on a dark rainy night. 
"What rats you are," grumbled 
the doomed m an, 'making me 
walk through rain like this." 
"How about us?" growled one 
of the escorts, "we've got to walk 
back." 
- BUWKY-
"Ann's dancing is like a tele-
phone office." 
"How come?" 
"Every line is busy." 
VVe Rent Phonographs 
For 
Dances and Parties 
Popular Classical Records and 
Leading Orchestra Albums 
KIRBY BROS . 
AMUSEMENT CO. 
M ilner Hotel Bldg. 
Phone 280 
MOUSE TRACKS 
(Continued from Page 1) 
"Ha!" gloated the German, "you 
missed me!" 
"Missed you, huh?" echoed the 
Negro. "Brudder, jes' you wait 
till you tries to turn yo' head!" 
-BUWKY-
"Strip for Action ," the comedy 
by Russell Crouse and Howard 
Lindsay, concerns itself with a 
burlesque troop's attempt to give 
a show in an army encampment. 
When the Commanding Officer 
hears that there is a strip tease 
involved in the proceedings, he 
calls off the entire entertainment. 
The burlesque manager's defense 
is an ingenious one. "Isn't it 'hue," 
he points out, "that the American 
Army is battling to defend Ameri-
can womanhood?" 
"That's true," admits the Com-
manding Officer. 
"Well, then," the burlesque 
manager retorts, "why in hell 
won't you let these boys see w hat 
they're fighting for? " 
-BUWKY-
The sentry challenged a uni-
formed figure entering the camp. 
"Major Jones," came the reply. 
"Sorry, sir," said the sentry. 
"'Fraid I can't let you proceed 
without the password." The other 
snapped: "Drat it man, I've for-
gotten it, but you know me well 
enough." The sentry persisted, do-
ing his duty. "Can't help it, sir. I 
must have the password." 
"Don't stand there arguing all 
night, Bill," came a voice from 
the guard tent. "Shoot 'im." 
- BUWKY-
A General, a Colonel and a Ma-
jor were having a heated argu-
ment one night on the subject of 
matrimony. The General main-
tained that matrimony was 60% 
work and 40% fun. The Colonel 
said it was 75 % work and 25 % 
fun. The Major maintained that it 
was 90% work and 10% fun . At 
the height of the argument, an 
-BUWKY-
orderly appeared at the door. 
"Let's leave it to him," said the 
Maior. 
The orderly listened carefully to 
t l:.e argument and said with an air 
of absolute finality, " If you will 
pardon me, sirs, matrimony is 
100 % fun and no work at all. " 
"How do you figure that?" cried 
the astonished officers. 
" It is very simple," said the or-
derly. " If there was any work in 
it at all, you guys would have me 
doing it." 
-HUWKY-
Several fellows from various 
branches of the service met at an 
embarkation center, and as usual 
they started talking about their 
repu:ation among the fairer sex. 
First, the infantry, then the caval-
ry and then air corps had told of 
their geod time, when the artil-
lery representative spoke up about 
a friend of his. 
This fellow had had a very un-
fortl.:nate accident during maneu-
vers and had gone up to Heaven. 
When he rang the bell at the 
pearly gates St. Peter looked out 
through the gate and asked: "Who 
art thou?" 
"Private McLoose of A Com-
pany, 212th Coast Artillery, sir," 
came the friend's answer. 
"Just a rriement," said St. Peter. 
An r,our later, the Saint opened 
the door and bade him come in. 
"What's the big idea," asked the 
wldier , "making me wait so long? 
Have to look up my record?" 
"Nay, m y friEnd," said St. Peter, 
"I was locking up the women." 
After that, the others around 
the table acknowledged defeat. 
- BUWKY-
Th = Lord only knows how many 
stories there are concerning leath-
er-lunged drill sergeants and hap-
less rookies enmeshed in the intri-
cacies of close ord '2r drill. One 
sergeant is reported to have roar-
ed at the ragged line before him, 
"Don't you birds know how to line 
up? Everybody fall out and look 
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at the terrible line you've made." 
Another one gave an order for 
the whole company to raise the 
righ~ leg. One confused draftee 
raised his left leg in error. The 
sergeant looked down the line and 
saw the upraised leg of one sol-
dier right next to the upraised 
right leg of the recruit beside 
him. 
"Who is that smart al€ck in the 
middle of the line," he bellowed, 
"who raised both legs?" 
-BUWKY-
At a party in England, the head-
master of the local school felt 
that he had partaken rather free-
ly of the champagne; he deter-
mined to be careful and avoid 
showing any signs of being t ipsy. 
When they rose from the table 
someone suggested that the host-
ess show them the latest addition 
to the family. She agreed and 
the nurse appeared with a basket 
con taining twins. The headmaster 
was the first to look into the bas-
ket and mindful of his determi-
nation, he steadied himself and 
said, "My, what a beautiful baby." 
-BUWK Y -
Blessings on thee, pretty miss 
Quaker maid I long to kiss 
With thy merry wanton quips, 
And thy quirking lipstick lips. 
All that sort of thing connotes 
That thee knows thy Quaker Oats. 
-Exchange. 
- BUWKY-
IT'S THEIR PROBLEM 
"Say, Josh, how can you tell the 
ganders from the geese?" 
"Oh, we never worry about that. 
We just turn them all out to-
gether, and let them figure it all 
out for themselves." 
-The Old Maid. 
. - BUWKY-
Emperor: "I was watching the 
peasants having a party last night, 
but I'll never do it again." 
Empress: "Why, are the sights 
revolting?" 
Emperor: "No, but the peasants 
are!" 
J. L. DURBIN & 'CO. 
BOWLING GREEN, KY. 
Dry Goods, Clothing, Shoes 8 Hats 
Ladies' and Gents' Furnishing Goo·ds 
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OOOOOOOH! 
"I'll see you," said our hero as 
he laid down fou r aces in a game 
of strip poker. 
-BUWK Y -
In the darkness, his arm s seem-
ed to grasp her more tightly, more 
passionately. Then they suddenly 
relaxed. 
"What's the matter," she ques-
tioned softly, "Don't you love me 
a n y m ore?" 
"Oh, sure. I was just resting." 
Clothing Headquarters 
For All Thrifty 
Collegians 
SHOP 
AND 
. SAVE 
"Where the Nation 
Shops and Saves" 
----.----
• Sweaters • Dresses 
• Jackets • Skirts 
• Shirts 
.Slaclq; 
.Sox 
• Hose 
• Coats 
• Millinery 
Everything to 
Satisfy Your 
Clothing Needs 
--~-.----
GIVE GENEROUSLY TO THE 
PRESIDENT'S;. "MILE OF 
DIMES" AND HELP FIGHT 
IN F ANTILE PARALYSIS. 
-BUWKY-
KNOW YOUR COLLEGES 
Continued from page two 
Chamber of C:ommere:e? Some 
think that those vacant rooms ar2 
scenes of clandestine crap games 
among the higher-ups, while it is 
the opinion of others that instru-
m ents of torture, used to pu nish 
some of the more delinquent stu-
dents, are housed therein. Your 
guess is as good as the next uer· 
son's bu t as long as it is on YOUR 
campus, why not take off your 
shoes and visit it som e tim e? 
-BUWKY-
The farmer heard that Henry 
Ford was seeking tin for use in 
his latest mechanical marvel. So 
he tore the roof off his barn and 
sent it to Michigan. A week later 
he received the following commu-
nication: 
"Though you r car was in very 
bad condition, we can promise de-
livery by the first of the month." 
-BU WKY -
K it-"Gee, but that date last 
night was fresh ." 
Kat-"Why didn't you slap his 
face?" 
K it-"I did; and take my ad-
vice, never slap a ·guy w hen he's 
chewing tobacco." - Battalion. 
First Ditch Digger-Help, help, 
queek! 
Second Ditch Digger-Whatsa-
amat'? 
First D .D.-Tony, he stuck in da 
mud! 
Second D.D.-How far in? 
First D.D.-Up to da knees. 
Second D.D.-Aw, let him walk 
out. 
First D.D.-He no can walk; he 
wronga end up! 
-BU WKY -
A newly-created papa received 
glad tidings in a telegram: "Hazel 
gave birth to a little girl this 
morning; both doing well." 
On the message was a sticker 
reading: "When you want a boy, 
call Western Union."-Star. 
-BUWKY -
Youth respects age only when 
it's in bottles. -Mis-A-Sip. 
-BU W KY-
She: "You're the kind of boy I 
can trust." 
H e: "Haven't I met you before; 
your faith is familiar." 
-BUWKY-
"Who was buried in Gran t's 
tomb?" 
"Dunno, but wasn't it the same 
guy that was P resident during 
Grant's administration ?" 
COMING!! · 
The Battle of the Century Will Be Held in 
Bow ling Green Soon. Watch for the Date . 
IS ROUND BOUT 
Johnny Gouvas 
(NICKNAMED-"MARRIED M AN") 
vs 
Charlie Grider 
(NI CK NAMED-" R A G S AND ANTIQUE" 
SPONSORED BY THE SECRET ORGANIZATIONS 
OF THE HILL. 
RoUen Eggs and Vegetaoles to be Handed Out at the Gate. A Cash 
Award is to be given to -the Spectator ' S~oring the Most Direct Hits. 
I· 
"Wake up, Joe-you're having a 
nightmare! " 
Two people happened to be 
walking along a road together. 
One was a young woman, the 
other a handsome farmer lad. The 
farmer lad was carrying a large 
kettle on his back, holding a 
chicken in one hand, a cane in 
. the other, and leading a goat. 
They came to a dark ravine. 
Said she: "I'm afraid to walk 
here with you. You might try-· to 
kiss me." 
Said he: "How could I, with all 
these things to carry?" 
Said she: "Well, you might 
stick the cane in the ground, tie 
the goat to it, and put the chicken 
under the kettle." 
, "" ~W-:?/, · 
eY~~ 
. '" 
. O~: 
.. . \..' 
. "He's a dyed-in-the-wool 
-BUWKY-
You certainly were drunk last 
night. 
Go on, tell me something I don't 
know. 
Sure-You're married! 
-BUWKY-
Girls when they went to swim 
Once dressed like Mother Hub-
bard; 
But now they have a bolder 
whim-
They dress more like the cup-
board. 
:1: 
Little Jack Horner 
Sat in a corner .... 
Even his best friends 
Wouldn't tell him. 
* * 
Mary is a little lamb, 
Her locks were white as snow; 
But now she is a red-head 
Since henna's made her so. 
::: :;: * 
There was an old woman 
Who lived in a shoe, 
She had so many children .... 
That Margaret Sanger said, 
"Nuts." 
* * :1: 
Mary had a little lamb 
Some salad and dessert 
And then she gave the wrong ad-
dress 
The dirty little flirt! 
-BUWKY-
"Haven't I seen you some place 
before, honey?" 
'!Well, you may have seen my 
picture in the papers. My name 
is Lydia Pinkham." 
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PUSHIN'S 
Spring 
Suits 
I 
It's 
Here 
All Wool 
Shetland 
In Bright 
Colors. 
Also-
A Complete Selection 
Of Spring Coats 
~S!tht:s 
Second Floor 
'/l~~a 
"'-;7/~/0--0 ~ ;// #~.A 
"';//~~ 
~ o· 
don't mind my having him caddy for me today, do you?" 
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SALVA TOR 
Little Salvator, his mamma 
Cooked the food and swept the 
floor; 
And she mended papa's sweaters 
So they'd do for Salva tor. 
8:very m arket-day she took him 
With her when sh e went to shop! 
Down a hundred-seventeen th 
street 
West the two of them would drop. 
Down the street went he and 
mamma, 
Down past Hugh the cobbler 's 
store; 
Hugh , the cobbler said, "Hello, 
You little girl," to Salvator. 
Down past Tonio the Fishman's 
Salvator and mamma go; 
Tonio, he waves a fish and 
Says, "Hey, little girl, Hello." 
Momma stops at Gallican the 
Garlic-vender's stand to buy; 
Gallican gives him a piece. "Here 
Little girl, you wanta try ?" 
Salvator was plenty worried, 
And his head was in a whirl: 
Salva tor says, "Mamma, why does 
People think that I am a girl?" 
Salvator, his mamma says, "Cause 
Pappa's sweaters look like skirts. 
Little girls wear skirts and blous-
es, 
Little boys wear p ::mts and shirts." 
- BUWKY-
'.'Must be great to h ave your n a m e 
in ligh ts, eh , Virgil ?" 
That night Salva tor, his papa 
Asked him in the same old way, 
"Little Salva tor, tell papa, 
Tell him what you learn today." 
Salva tor says, "I learn how you 
Tell li'l girls from little boys." 
Papa took him to the cellar, 
Upstairs Mama heard the noise . . . 
- P rinceton Tiger. 
-BUWKY-
Lady (to street car motorman) 
"Please, Mr. Motorman, will I get 
a sheck if I step on the track?" 
Motorman-"No,. lady. Not un-
less . you put your other foot on 
the t rolley wire." 
~ 
/" -~~ HtZRSH-
Golfer (unbalanced by some 
afternoon drinks) to opponent: 
"Sir, I w ish you · to clearly un-
derstand that I r esent your inter -
ference with m y game. Tilt the 
green once more and I will chuck 
the match. 
-BUW K Y -
Harlem is a fine source of hos-
pital humor. The latest concerns 
a colored lady who was asked if 
she had ever been X-rayed. 
"No, sir," she replied, 'but I 
have been ult<~violated . " 
--BUWKY-
"What do you think of mud as 
a beautifie r?" 
"It hasn't done much for the 
p ig." 
FOR-
Swell Stea ks 
Freezer-Fresh 
Ice Cream 
or 
Toasted Beefburgers 
Irs the 
University 
Inn 
Just Araund the 
Corner From B. G. B. U. 
/-...__._:=-'=-;;7 T .. -e~"1 .. ~ 
h aving a tough time of it till ·he" hit on the .· !;./-!:.12:..;,:.·· ___ ..::...:.....;;;: ___ ~!;.!!!!.!~:.!!:~:.:.::::;;..:.;.;:;.:;;;:;.::.~~ "The bugler was 
cuckoo clock idea' " "Quick, get a lawyer' " 
For people who do not believe 
in Darwin's theory of evolution, 
perhaps the following incident 
may prove particularly enlighten-
ing. It seems a biologist was at-
tempting to train a monkey to 
play ball but was having very lit-
tle success ; so he decided to leave 
the animal alone with a bat, ball 
and glove. Having locked the 
monk with his toys he tiptoed 
back to the door and looked 
~hrough the key hole. To his em-
barrassment he found himself 
staring into a little brown eye. 
-BUWKY-
Some girls like to wander; 
Other like to squander. 
My girl likes to ponder-
So what? 
Burma Shave. 
-BUWKY-
"And to think that m y mother 
took in washing to send me to col-
lege." 
"Did you do anything to help?" 
"Sure; I send home my laun-
dry." 
-BUWKY-
Where do the girls get all this 
stuff 
That Nature isn't good enough? 
My Sue was handsome, but she 
thought 
She'd better fix up; so she bought 
Some rouge and lipstick for the 
. trick -' .• --
And laid 'em on a half inch thick! 
Alas, she got drenched by the rain, 
And though her looks give me a 
pain 
I have to love her, yes I do, 
Because she turned Red, White, 
and Blue. 
A certain university professor 
who was very absent-minded 
liked to join his students in a 
game of cards. It was agreed 
that each player should start by 
putting ten cents in the "kitty". 
All did so with the exception of 
the professor. 
Although he was known to be 
absent-minded the students were 
not going to let him get away 
with that, but not liking to tell 
him directly they pretended to 
argue among themselves as to 
which of them had not paid his 
3take. The professor listened for 
a moment or two, then quickly 
withdrew one of the dimes from 
the "kitty." 
" If you young men are going 
co quarrel" he said "I'm going 
to take my money b~ck!" 
-BUWKY-
Judge-Who was driving when 
you collided with that car? 
Drunk (triumphantly)-None of 
us; we were all in the back seat. 
-BUWKY-
She was trying to work her way 
through N . . ... . selling subscrip-
tions to the Saturday Evening 
Post. But all the fellows wanted 
to take Liberties. 
-BUWKY-
Frosh: "Say, what do you repair 
these shoes with?" 
Cobbler: "Hide." 
Frosh : "Hide? Why should I 
hide?" 
Cobbler: "Hide, hide! The cow's 
outside!" 
Frosh: "Let her come in. I'm 
not afraid of her. " 
. 
.,~ 
~ . ............ 
I' ' ill ' .' 
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IESlbN K!HJOOKV UNNm 
Flowers For All 
Occasions 
The Only Down-in-Town 
Flower Shop 
Inez Flower Shop 
Helm Hotel Bldg. Phone 231 
A car approached. 
Colored sentinel: "Halt, who 
goes there?" 
Voice in the dark: "English am-
bulance." 
Colored sentinel: "Pass, English 
ambulance." 
Five minutes later another car 
approached. 
Sentinel: "Who goes there?" 
Voice: "French ambulance." 
Sentinel: "Pass, French ambu-
lance." 
Some minutes later still another 
car. 
Colored sentinel: "Halt, who 
goes there?" 
Voice: "Get the !*&?&! out of 
the way, Sam! " 
Sentinel: "P ass, American am-
bulance." 
-BUWKY-.-
There once was a man not unique 
Who imagined himself quite a 
shique, 
But the girls didn't fall 
For the fellow at all-
He only made twenty a wique. 
-Wisconsin Octopus. 
·r ;..;., '" N " ..... "~ 
"He nearly worked himself to death in order to meet the in- "Hello, headquarters? How much gas does 
stallments on the labor-saving devices he bought for me! ' jeep hold?" 
MIL D N E 5 5 anti T A 5 T E 
that's what the real pleasure of smoking adds up to 
Copyright 1943. LIGGETT & MYERS TOB .... CCO Co. 
Up at dawn or to bed at dawn ... fresh or fagged, 
more smokers every day are finding this out 
•.. for Real Smoking Pleasure it's Chesterfield's 
Milder, Better Taste every time. 
